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lay dead and at those who stood around the bed and
felt bewildered and afraid and didn't know what to do.
I stood where I was and looked on. Now I could
see more clearly the old woman as she lay before me.
Her head had dropped on her side, and she looked so
much smaller than she was, as if in the moment of
death she had shrunk.
The old man moved round and took her limp
hands in his and kissed them and crossed them on her
body. He closed her open mouth and straightened
her head He bent down and kissed her on the fore-
head and then he moved towards the window on the
other side and opened it and the wind came rushing
in and the curtains moved inwards and the grey-white
hair on the old woman stirred and then stood still
for a moment and the wind flew out again, the curtains
blowing with it and there was a stillness all over again.
And the doctor watched it all happen and in the
stillness he knelt down, facing the open sky and he
made the sign of the Cross and closed the windows
gently with his hands and he wept.
And the little Goan girl ran to him and caught
him round the hips and burst into tears.
I paid my respects to the dead in the way I had
been accustomed, for there was not much else I could
do and I went back upstairs to the garret and stood
on the verandah, facing the city that still lay before me.
And soon there came the dawn and the first
streaks of grey emerged from the black darkness of
the night like a film that was changing colour in the